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One 


Author's Notes: 
Hopefully this will be posted sometime close to 4/21/06. Twenty years is a long time..but Cliff will always be 


missed. 


| know not all my touring-type facts are straight (dates, places, etc.) but they\re not really essential to the story. 


eK 

He ran his hand down along the side of Kirk's ribcage, slowing a bit as his fingers gently crossed Kirk's waist, 
then moved on down to rest against, and slowly stroke, his ass. He cuddled up behind the guitarist, tenderly 
reaching his arm over and across the dozing man's side to intertwine their fingers as he, too, finally 


succumbed to sleep. 


It had been a long day, at the end of a very long week, in the midst of yet another unending tour. Jason lived 


for the few hours spent raging onstage nearly every night, a respite from the emotional turmoil that was his 


life as the bass player for Metallica. His unceasingly positive attitude and sunny outlook demanded a toll from 
him, physically and emotionally, and his energy to pay that toll was running out after seven months on the 
road with the demanding and sometimes abusive James Hetfield. He'd nearly come to blows with James earlier 


that day, and that fact frustrated and angered him. 


‘It's like he physically gets inside my head and just.fucking wiggles his fingers around until I'm so pissed off | 
can't see straight!" he told Kirk after the latest in his string of Hetfield confrontations. They were in the hotel 
room they shared, and Jason was manically pacing back and forth while Kirk sat, legs crossed, watching him 
from the couch. "| don't understand why he has to be that way--if alcohol is going to turn him into a raging 
asshole, for God's sake, why can't he just fucking spark a joint and chill the hell out?" Jason's arms and hands 
flew wildly as he spoke, punctuating his enraged diatribe. 


"You know James despises all drugs other than alcohol," Kirk, always the voice of reason, calmly stated, "and 
besides, it's not just the alcohol with him, it's also that he's pretty much an u@ber-control-freak-asshole." He 
took a breath. "I hate the way he treats you." 


Kirk looked away, suddenly uncomfortable. The truth was, he used to treat Jason just as badly, if not worse, 
than James still did sometimes. James's outbursts, which generally involved lashing out at the most convenient 


target (hello! red-headed bassist, anyone?) tended to get worse the longer the tour went on. 


"Damn it, I'm sorry. | know this stuff upsets you, | didn't mean to talk about it” Jason stopped in front of the 
couch, crouched down, drew Kirk in close and kissed his jawline. "It's all right, it's just a cycle. This, too, shall 
pass." He smiled and leaned his forehead to touch Kirk's, teasing a bit because it was just the kind of 
philosophical thing that Kirk might have said. "This is going to be a rice night, we don't have a show tomorrow. 


We can't let his shittiness ruin it for us, ‘roomie’ " 


Kirk drew in a shaky breath, slowly breathed it out, and smiled too. His brilliant smile. "Okay." He paused, took 


another breath, and looked into Jason's blue eyes. "You're right. Where do you want to have dinner?" 


"Hmm..." Jason said, a bit of a twinkle in his eye. "How about we order some room service?" He let his hands 


wander a bit over Kirk's slim torso, then down to his thighs. "We could always just entertain ourselves..." 


As the movement of Jason's hands began to distract him a bit from the subject of dinner, Kirk felt his body 


automatically respond to his lover's touch, felt the beginnings of an erection. 


He loved what he had with Jason, whatever it really was. There was no telling where it was going after the 
tour ended. He loved Jason, but their closeness was more like an incredibly good friendship than a romantic 
entanglement. He hated, hated, hated how James treated Jason, was so hard on him. He also hated the thought 
of what James would do if he found out about their relationship. But those were thoughts for another time, 
since a certain hot bassist needed his attention right now. 


* eK 


The next morning, Jason was awake before Kirk He tended to bounce back quickly and well, even from complete 
emotional drainage. Kirk's company definitely didn't hurt that process; Kirk had been a positive influence on his 
life, his attitude, and even his bass playing. He had been a mentor to Jason long before they became lovers, 
and Jason still had incredible respect for him as a musician and a man. He rolled out of bed, careful not to 
disturb his slumbering lover, and slipped into the shower. By the time he was toweling himself off, Kirk had 


rolled over and was looking at him suspiciously out of one eye. 
"What time is it?" he asked in that husky, not-been-used-today voice he always got in the morning. 


"Time? Oh, umm.. guess about 7," Jason ventured, glancing at the alarm clock on the bedside table while he 
continued to dry himself. He finished, tucked the towel around his waist, and started rummaging through his 
suitcase in the semi-darkness. The blackout shades were still pulled, and the only light was from the small 
sliver escaping through the almost-closed bathroom door. "Do you know where my..oh, never mind, found ‘em." 


Grinning, he pulled on his favorite Cookie Monster boxers (they said "Monster" right across the ass) that had 
been a gift from Kirk on his 32nd birthday. Kirk rolled his eyes, grinned and giggled. 


"You know, | never actually thought you'd wear those," he said. 


"What? A gift from my most fashionable friend? How could | not?" Feigning indignation, Jason grinned and 
flopped down on the bed. “Besides, you know you love my monster ass," he said, winking at Kirk and pulling him 


close for a good morning kiss. 


"Ooh, that | do..." Kirk purred, reciprocating the kiss. "ld love your monster ass even more if it let me go back 


to sleep," he winked. 
"Haha! Subtle hint taken, sleepy. I'll give you a call in a few hours." 


* eK 


Jason wandered out of the motel, head down and hands in his pockets, into the cool Boston morning. They'd be 
playing a show tomorrow night, but Boston was a good place to have a day off. He wasn't honestly much of a 
morning person; he just hadn't slept that well the night before and thought he might as well get up and get 
out. He wandered down the street, looking for a small place to catch some breakfast. Maybe he'd hit a music 
shop later. There was always room for one more bass - though he'd gotten a bit spoiled with his custom- 


made rigs, there was no harm in looking around. 


Halfway through his eggs benedict and coffee, a familiar voice behind him took him by surprise. "Morning, 
Newfuck" 


Jason didn't look up. "Shit, James, can't you be halfway pleasant? Its not even eight o'clock yet," he muttered. 


James grunted and sat down. "How's a guy get a menu around here?" The lone waitress in the small coffee 


shop finished pouring another customer's coffee, and grabbed a menu for James, which he flipped open. 


"Can | start you off with some coffee, sir?" 


"Hell yes. And some bacon. And eggs and potatoes. Maybe some sausage too, and a side of pancakes." James 
closed the menu without even reading it, then handed it back to her, looking at Jason the whole time. "And 

whats your problem this morning? Woke up on the wrong side of the bed? Ha, like there's a right side for 
you." James started drumming his fingers on the table, looking around impatiently, waiting for the food and 


caffeine to arrive. 


Jason finished off his breakfast and pushed the plate to the side. He wiped his face with the paper napkin, and 
propped his elbows on the table with his fingers laced together in front of his chin, looking at James. "You're 
chipper," he finally said, somewhat flatly. 


"l'Il be more fucking chipper when | get some coffee. And juice. Damn, | forgot to order the juice. Hey! Can | get 
some orange juice too?" The waitress nodded at him from behind the counter. "So what are you up to today? 
Sightseeing or some shit?" 


"Thought I'd check out some music shops." 
"Yeah, that sounds cool, think I'll join you." 


* * * 


Christ. The last fucking thing he'd wanted was for James to invite himself along. The good news was that 
James really was chipper, and was making for a good companion Before long, Jason had found himself laughing 
and having a good time. They'd sat in that coffee shop, drinking coffee and shooting the breeze, until almost 
ten, when they figured the music shops would open. To be honest, he was closer friends (as in buddies) with 
James than with Lars or even Kirk. They tended to spend the most time together, hanging out, mountain biking 
and playing basketball. He had such a hard time staying mad at James, which was almost more infuriating than 
the domineering bullshit things James did to make him mad in the first place. Suddenly he looked at his watch, 
realizing it was two o'clock already and he hadn't phoned Kirk 


"Crap," he said to James. "| need to make a call, I'm gonna step outside." James nodded at him, not really paying 


attention. He was more interested in the guitar he was demoting off the wall 
"Hello?" Kirk's voice still sounded a bit on the sleepy side. 


"Hey, man, it's me. l'm sorry | forgot to call. James and | had breakfast, and we've been checking out music 


shops." 


Kirk laughed into the phone. "James and you? That's the last fucking thing | expected you to say. You 
redheaded nutjob." 


"He ambushed me at breakfast," Jason chuckled. "I had no choice! He's actually being pretty cool today." 
"Yeah, he usually is after a big blowup." 


"Yeah, usually. So..well, when do you want to meet up? What are you doing?" Jason had dialed Kirk's cell 


number, not knowing if he was still in the room or not. 

Yawning into the receiver, Kirk laughed again. "| just finished breakfast, dude. | think I'm gonna hit the art 
district, see if | can find some interesting pieces." Jason could tell from the sounds over the phone that Kirk 
was stretching. Probably room service breakfast. 

“All right. Wanna just meet for dinner then?" 


"Yeah, that's good. Let's get some decent food here, man. We've been stuck in the Midwest for way too long." 


"Definitely. Maybe some nice Italian? I'll be back to the room around six or so, get cleaned up, and we can go. 


Sound good?" 
Yup" 

"Okay, love you, goodbye." 

‘Love you" 

Hetfield startled him for the second time that day, looming over him just as he was folding his phone. "You 
love who? That your mom on the phone?" The casualness of his tone was somewhat diminished by the fact he 


was standing about two inches from Jason when he asked the question 


"Whoa, James, | didn't hear you come out. No.that was..shit." Jason looked at his shoes, his stomach tensing. 


"James..." 

"No, it wasn't fucking me. Who was it? You have a new girlfriend or something? Man, where do you find the 
time?" James grinned and slapped Jason playfully on the shoulder, saying, "Hey, | think there's another shop up 
the street a little ways. The guy here won't deal. Happens when you get fucking famous. People think you're 
just some rich fucking musician that doesn't care what shit costs." 

Jason laughed, relieved to be let off the hook. "Dude, when is the last time you even paid for a guitar?" 
"Exactly. See what l'm saying?" 


* * * 


Dinner at the Italian restaurant, a fairly high-end affair (Kirk's choice) was genial, even festive. Lars and James 


had joined them. 


"That was so fucking good," Lars said, licking his finger with apparent enjoyment. "Can we get some more of 
that wine, too?" The waiter, dressed in a tuxedo, looked slightly nonplussed at Lars's language, but hurried off 
to comply. He'd figured out early on that it was just better to go along with the demands of the crazy, long- 
haired men. He also had come to the conclusion that he'd be out of his mind to suggest a port. They'd already 
downed three bottles of wine, but had stuffed themselves so full of pasta and garlic bread that the buzz was 
barely touching James, Lars, and Jason Kirk, on the other hand, was a wee bit on the tipsy side. 


Kirk started giggling. "And you know what | saw today? You know what | saw!" Tears of mirth splashed down his 
face, and he held his stomach with his hands, almost beside himself. "It was..it was..so funny!" Another fit of 


laughter erupted, and he was starting to make Jason and Lars laugh too, just by association. 


"What was so funny?" James asked, still slightly sardonic. He was almost on the edge of giving in to the 
contagious laughter, but not quite. 


"This painting!" Kirk was laughing so hard, he could barely get the words out. "It was you, dude! | swear to Godl 
Dressed in nothing but cowboy boots and a smile!" Kirk nearly fell over after this declaration, and Jason and 
Lars gave in to full-blown laughter. "I almost bought it for youl" Kirk giggled. "What an awesome birthday 
present, birthday suit and alll" 


"Yeah, real fucking awesome," James said, not amused at all. Paused for a heartbeat or two, then cocked his 
head to the side. "You know, something funny happened to me today too. | came out of this one guitar shop, 
and | heard Jason hanging up the phone, telling someone he loved them, and then he wouldn't tell me who it 
was. That was kind of funny. Who was that, anyway, Newsted?" James, elbows on the table, leaned toward 
Jason and repeated his question from earlier that day. "New girlfriend?" 


Jason, caught completely off guard, turned bright red. His eyes shifted to Kirk, who was still giggling, and then 
he looked back at James. Not for too long. He dropped his gaze to his finger tracing patterns on the tablecloth, 
saying, "It was just, you know, my cousin. | haven't talked to her in a long time..." Even as he said it, he knew it 


sounded completely lame. 


By this point Kirk was rocking back and forth with laughter. He punched Jason on the arm. "Quit lying, dude! 
You know that was mel" He laughed, "We've been shacked up now for a long ol time...” his voice trailed off as 
an inkling of just exactly what he was saying started to pierce his drunken haze. Beginning to panic a bit, he 
looked quickly from James to Jason, then back to James. "I mean, ha, yeah, right. I'm just being silly. Too much 
to drink for me! Umm, | think | need to go to the bathroom." And he rose shakily to his feet, wandering off in 


the general direction of the nearest wall. 
"Yeah, me too," said Jason, quickly rising to his feet. 


"Sit your ass down," growled James in a voice that brooked no argument. 


"James, someone needs to go with him. He's three sheets to the wind" 


Unusually silent this whole time, Lars volunteered, "I'll gol" and jumped up to chase after Kirk. Jason mentally 


cursed Lars as he sat his ass down without being asked again. 


James leaned back in his chair, arms crossed over his chest. Legs stretched out and crossed at the arkle, he 


just looked at Jason with a steady, unreadable gaze. 
"James, he doesn't even know what he's saying, Kirk's drunk, let's just get him back to the hotel." 
"Im sure you'd love to do that," James said flatly, staring at Jason, not moving at all 

‘Listen, James, it's not what you think Everything's cool” 


"Cool in the sense that my bass player is fucking my guitar player? Is that what you mean by cool?" James's 
voice was rising steadily, from a low growl to a level well past what could be considered an ‘indoor’ voice. He 
leaned forward quickly, the sudden movement startling Jason, and his voice dropped to a hiss. "This isn't the 
goddamn time or place to be talking about this shit. We're going back to the hotel and you're going to tell me 
exactly what's been going on right under my fucking nose." 


* * * 


Jason and James shared a cab back to the hotel in silence, Jason staring out the window, James staring 
forward at nothing. Lars and Kirk had taken a separate cab, "so Jason and | can have a little private time." 
Their private time seemed pretty much useless to Jason, since James didn't say one damn word until after 


they'd paid the cabbie and headed into the lobby. 


And what he said then didn't bode particularly well, given his state of mind. "We're going to my room, Newsted. 
We don't need to have this talk in your fucking love nest." 


Figuring it better at this point not to argue, Jason wordlessly trailed James into the elevator and down the hall 
to his room. James used the key card and they walked into the room he shared with Lars. Both beds were 
obviously used, unlike the one (thoroughly) used bed in Jason and Kirk's room. Jason drew in a deep breath, 
attempting to find his balls, and went for it. "James, this is honestly none of your business. What Kirk and | do 


in our free time doesn't concern you, doesn’t concern the band. Never has." 
James went from barely-controlled anger to outright fury in about point two seconds. 


"That's your fucking argument? That it doesn't concern me or my band?" James's face contorted in rage. He 
towered over Jason, moving forward with every word, forcing the smaller man to backpedal until he was 

pressed against the just-closed door. "What the fuck planet are you living on?" At the word "planet," his fist 
slammed into the door right next to Jason's head. Jason's eyes widened and his heart began to thump loud in 


his ears. 


James turned away, opening up space between them. His voice softened and he ran a hand through his long 
hair. "You know what? | don't give a fuck what you two fags are up to. But you better watch yourself, 
Newsted." He pointed a warning finger at Jason. "The minute this shit starts to affect the band, the fucking 
moment you two have a lover's tiff or what the hell have you, the goddamn instant you two lovebirds break 
up and the fallout begins to fuck with my band, your ass will be on the line." He stopped and stared right into 


Jason's eyes, and he saw understanding begin to dawn there. 


"Yeah, you understand what l'm saying. Kirk is my brother. Yours too, you sick fuck. If it comes down to a 
choice between the two of you, there is no fucking choice. Think about it" 


* eK 


And think about it he did. All freaking night. He went back to the room he shared with Kirk, only to find Kirk 


passed out on their bed, sawing logs, and Lars reading the TV Guide in one of the room's chairs. 
"Is he doing all right?" 


"Ja, he's fine, just sleeping it off. You and James have a nice talk?" The ghost of a smile tugged at the side of 


Lars's mouth. 
"Kiss my ass. Shouldn't you be getting back to your own room?" 
"Yeah, yeah, I'm on my way. Sleep tight..Cookie Monster.” 


It was all Jason could do to keep from strangling Lars instead of letting him escape the room. Fucking Kirk He'd 


obviously been running off at the mouth on the cab ride home. 


Jason stood next to the bed where Kirk lay, smoothing his hair back. "Jesus, dude, couldn't you have passed 
out sooner and saved us all this grief?" It was obvious there was no answer forthcoming, and also obvious 
there was no way Jason was getting any sleep. He filled up a water glass and left it on the bedside table for 
Kirk, then grabbed his jacket and headed out the door. 


He walked for what seemed like miles, through streets, through alleys, hardly paying any attention to where he 
was going. His mind replayed what James had said over and over and over again until his head felt numb. 
Eventually too tired to walk anymore, he sat down on a flight of steps leading up to some government-looking 


building and buried his face in his hands. 


The anger he felt that James thought he had any right to poke his nose into his and Kirk's private life was 
eclipsed by the sickening betrayal and even sadness he felt at hearing James finally voice what Jason had 
always feared: He was an outsider in this band. His chest, his stomach, his arms and fingers, began to 
physically ache as James's words sank into his brain "There is no fucking question" No matter what, no 


matter how good he was or how hard he tried No matter the insane stress he put his mind and body through 


to perform like a fucking maniac night in, night out. No matter how much he and James hung out, how much 
fun they had. None of it fucking mattered. When it came down to it, James would choose Kirk, and of course 
Lars, over him. When it came down to it, those were his brothers, not Jason. And after ten goddamn years 


with the band, it was evident he never would be. 
"There is no fucking question” 
His emotions worn to a nub, silent tears finally slid down his cheeks. 


* eK 


Too-bright morning sun woke Jason up the next morning still on the steps of the government building. He 

forced his eyelids open a bit and looked around. Luckily it was a Saturday, and no one seemed to be passing by. 
It was probably still pretty early, judging from the chill in the air. Jason sat up slowly and stretched his stiff 
legs. He felt like he had the mother of all hangovers. Probably time to go back to the hotel, find some coffee. 


Or water. And some painkillers. 


* eK 


Not that finding the damn hotel again turned out to be easy. Jason was grateful for the cotton wool that was 
his mind right now, though. It made the walk back much more peaceful than the walk out had been the night 
before. It didn't even occur to him that someone might have noticed he was missing until he saw the police 
cruisers in front of the hotel. 


Lars came striding out of the lobby when he spotted Jason. "Fuck, man, where the hell have you been?" Lars 
ran his hand through his hair agitatedly. "Kirk woke us all up in a panic, said you were gore all night, he's a 
fucking wreck. And we have a show tonight. Nice fucking timing." Lars strode away, not waiting for an answer. 
"Guys! He's here, it's all right." Lars walked over to where Kirk and James were standing. James looked at 


Newsted and shook his head, then walked back to the elevators, probably planning to go back to bed. 


Still feeling almost pleasantly numb despite his blinding headache, Jason followed Lars into the lobby. Kirk 
rushed over to him, saying, "What the hell? You scared the shit out of me." Sliding his gaze over Jason, noting 
his wrinkled clothes and slightly off-color face, "And you don't look so good Are you okay?" He put his hand on 


Jason's arm, grabbing him around the bicep. 
Forcing a small smile, Jason assured Kirk he was fine. Fine, he thought, just passed out on the street like a 
bum because of Mr. Fucking Personality Hetfield. He put a hand on Kirk's arm too, and drew him in a bit, 


speaking so only he could hear. "You have some kind of mouth on you when you drink, do you know that?" 


Kirk blushed and looked away, releasing his hold on Jason. "Ummm, yeah. Lars mentioned | might have let some 


stuff slip." 


Jason looked Kirk in the eyes. "We'll talk later," he promised. He stifled a yawn. "Right now, | just want to go to 


bed. Don't think | slept too well last night" 


* * * 


Kirk woke him up around noon. "We've got to get going. Soundcheck's at two, and we definitely need to get you 
something to eat." 


Jason groaned and looked up at Kirk. "You look like you need some food too, you're kind of green around the 


gills." 
An uncomfortable pause, then: "Where were you, Jason?" 


Jason sighed and rolled over, turning his back to Kirk. The pleasant numbness he'd felt earlier was starting to 
wear off, only to be replaced by what felt like his last nerve throbbing like a motherfucker. "I'd really rather 
not talk about it." 


"You said we'd talk." 


"Yeah, well, | was feeling pretty chipper earlier. That's kind of gone away." Understatement of the frickin’ year, 
he thought. 


"Jason, if you're mad at me...” 


"Just forget it, okay?" Jason snapped. "l'm fine, you're fine, lets just get going." He pushed the sheets back and 
swung his legs out of bed. 


Kirk was pretty sure no one was fine, but he also knew it wasn't going to do him any good to push Jason on 
the subject now. Maybe after the show, after the adrenaline died off and his defenses were down. "Fine, l'm 


going to take a shower. Join me?" 


At first, Jason was going to refuse, but then realized to his own surprise he was actually kind of horny. 
Maybe some shower nookie would improve his mood. Certainly couldn't make it any worse. He followed Kirk into 
the bathroom, torn between the urge to hit him and the urge to bend his cute little Filipino ass over the tub 
and fuck him. Hmm, maybe he could do a little of both... 


* * * 


Soundcheck went smoothly, just like it always did this late in the tour. It was a completely mechanical process 
for everyone involved at this point. Then, the band was left with a few hours to eat, warm up, attend to any 


last-minute details, and generally get ready to blow the fucking roof off the joint. 


In the practice trailer, where it was just the band minus sound techs and stage managers, things were not so 
smooth. "You fucked that part up again! Dammit, Jason, get your shit together," James growled after the intro 


to "The God That Failed" 


"Fuck you, you screwed up your part too." Jason unplugged his bass, even though they'd only practiced about 
half of what they'd agreed to. 


Lars looked up from his drum kit. "Hey, where do you think you're going?" 
"lm done practicing. It's fine." Jason put his bass on its stand, then stormed out, slamming the door behind him. 


"What's up his ass?" Lars muttered. "What did you say to him last night, James? Where the hell was he, 
anyway, Kirk?" 


James paused, as if searching his memory. "Let me see." He starting ticking off his main points from the night 
before on the fingers of his right hand. "I told him | didn't give a shit if he was fucking Kirk, but if it started 
to interfere with the band, there'd be hell to pay. And.ch yeah, then | told him that if it came down to it, itd 


be his ass on the line, not Kirk's." 


Kirk's face paled. "You said what?" His voice sounded unnaturally tight. "Why the hell did you tell him that? And 
what the hell business of yours is it what we do, you fucking hypocrite? This is bullshit” He unplugged too, and 
left, slamming the door at least as hard as Jason had. 


In the wake of Kirk's leaving, Lars stared at James incredulously. "What the fuck, James? Have you lost what 
little fucking gray matter is left in that head of yours? Christ, | just thought you were going to give him a 
hard time, not try to break his fucking heart!" 


He ran a hand through his hair, licking his lips. "Do you not realize this band is everything to him? Have you 
not noticed him fucking fawning over you for the past ten years, looking for some kind of fucking approval?" 
Lars's voice kept rising in intensity, and he had stood up and walked around from behind his drum kit, still 
holding his drumsticks clutched in one hand, getting closer and closer to where James was sitting in shocked 
silence, still clutching his guitar. 


"| don't give a fuck what you think about him and Kirk, but you need to clean up your own mess this time, 
asshole." Lars punctuated his diatribe by poking James in the chest with the drumsticks. 


It doesn't matter what Kirk or | tell him, he needs to hear from your own mouth that Metallica wouldn't be 
the same without him." Lars stormed toward the rear of the trailer, going the opposite way from where Kirk 
and Jason had gone. Just before he slammed out of the trailer too, he paused thoughtfully, his eyes narrowing 
as he looked back over his shoulder at James. "You know, | don't know what the hell Kirk meant when he called 
you a hypocrite. Could be anything, but | kind of fucking doubt it. You'd better get a fucking clue before you 


lose another bass player." Then the door banged shut for a third time, leaving James baffled and alone. 


Fuck. He'd forgotten that Kirk knew about him and Cliff. Maybe not forgotten, just pushed it to the back of his 
mind, like all the memories of Cliff. OF him and Cliff. It just hurt too fucking much to think about. 


* * * 


"Jason! Hey, Jase! Wait up. Damn it, slow down, we need to talk" Kirk's mind was racing as he ran to catch up 


to the bassist. 


Grudgingly, Jason slowed his pace a bit, shoving his hands in his pockets. He glared over his shoulder at Kirk, 


who could clearly see the tears shining on his lover's cheeks. 


"Fuck. Fuck! I'm so sorry. James told us what he said. You don't have to listen to him, that was complete 
bullshit." Kirk caught up to Jason and pulled him close. Jason's hands remained firmly in his pockets, though he 
lowered his head a bit, leaning it against Kirk's head. They stood for a long time that way, until Jason finally 
relaxed enough to briefly return the hug. 


He then released Kirk, gently pushing him away. "We can't be out here in the open like this." 
They stood in silence for a few minutes, each left to his own thoughts. 


"Fuck!" Kirk finally exclaimed, kicking a pebble across the parking lot. Now his own hands were shoved into his 
pockets. "I'm so sorry." He looked at Jason, hating to see the pain etched across his face. "I can't believe | said 


all that shit last night." 


"No," Jason ran a hand through his hair, sighing, "it's not really your fault; he would have found out sooner or 
later. | just..you know. Damn it, all these years. He still fucking hates me. Hates me for not being Cliff. And he's 


never going to get over that." 


He paused. "I don't think it even has anything to do with us. That's just what made him finally admit it to me..." 


his voice faded. He sighed, sounding resigned. "I'm gonna go inside, get dressed" 


He walked away, leaving Kirk standing alone in the parking lot, arms folded and mind racing. Fuck it. It was time 
to suck it up and have it out with James. Jason's words were ringing a little too true.why the hell was James 
so hard on him? Because he wasn't Cliff? If that was really the case, there were some pretty fucked-up 


things going on behind the scenes in the Mighty Hetfield's head. 


* * * 


When Kirk walked back into the trailer, the wave of emotion emanating from one Mr. Hetfield hit him like a 
blast furnace. Shit, that's what they call charisma, huh? Kirk thought. The man could fucking project, thats for 
sure. He noted with relief that Lars had left. He'd promised James that he would keep his secret no matter 
what shortly before Cliff had died, and he didn't intend to break that promise anytime soon 


James was still sitting with his guitar on his lap, but also with his elbows on his knees and his head in his 


hands. He didn't lift his head when Kirk came in. 


"Hey," Kirk said softly, some of his anger draining away at the sight of James sitting so quietly. James looked 
up, one hand wrapped around the other, then looked away. That small glimpse of James's eyes made Kirk's 
stomach tighten. There were usually only about three emotions to be seen in those light, almost transparent 
blue eyes. Anger was one, glee was another, and politeness was seen on occasion, when James had to deal with 


the press. The broken look, the pain and sadness, that Kirk saw now, was heart-wrenching. 


Instinctively, he knelt down in front of James, and put a hand on his knee. James moved his leg, and Kirk drew 
back. "Listen, James." a small, choked sound from the back of James's throat stopped him, and he looked up to 
see tears streaming down the blond man's face. "Jesus. Listen, | didn't tell anyone about you and Cliff. 


James stood up, shaking his head. He forced a laugh. "No, it's all right. You just called me on my own fucking 
bullshit, right?" He balled a fist, made a pitiful attempt to hit the wall. "Guess it's time to face the fucking 
facts." He looked at Kirk. "That, or beat the shit out of you. Christ, you and Newsted both. What are you 


doing? Don't you see what could happen?" 


His voice dropped. "I mean, just.maybe you should learn from my fucking mistakes. | never should have. Cliff 
and |.fuck. | can't even tell you, man. It hurts so fucking much to even think about him. | don't know what it's 
like between the two of you, but.." James stopped, his right hand in mid-gesture. He'd never, ever talked like 
this about Cliff to anyone, hadn't even really formulated the thoughts in his head before. He felt sick to his 


stomach. 


Kirk rose to his feet. "James, the difference is Jason's not going anywhere. And anyway, we're..friends, | guess. 
| mean, | do love him, it's just not like..well, | guess | didn't realize how deep things ran between you and Cliff. | 
don't really think it's the same with us." As he talked, he was watching James, and he noticed when James 


started to shake. 


"Come here," he said, drawing the much taller man into his arms, feeling a little pitiful trying to comfort the 
Mighty Het, but hell, he could give it a shot. With one hand, he stroked the back of James's head. "James, 
you've never really mourned. | can't believe the shit that must be bottled up inside you from all these years. 
Jason said you hate him for not being Cliff, and that rang so fucking true. You have to let it out, man. You 
have to let it out or you're going to tear us apart again" 


James held on to Kirk, not talking. His breath was coming in rapid, sharp gasps and his heart was beating way 
too fast. He didn't understand what the hell was happening to him. It had been so many years. That whole 
story, all that pain-that was dead and buried with Cliff. His eyes burned, and he was clinging to Kirk to keep 
from falling. Jesus Christ, he felt like he was going to pass out. That morning, the ice, the cold.the broken and 
lifeless body sticking out from underneath the bus..t all came back to him in a rush of images, smells, feelings. 
Cliff's face, smiling at him, Cliffs hands holding him, touching him. The ever-present smell of pot, clinging to 
Cliff's hair. James had never minded that smell until Cliff died. Kirk was making soothing noises at him, hell, 


maybe he was saying actual words, but James was in no state to understand them. 


Jason reached out to open the door of the practice trailer, grateful that he couldn't hear anyone inside. He 
just needed to get his duffel bag, and he could get back into the locker room and finish getting ready. The 
scene that met his eyes in the trailer, James and Kirk wrapped in each other's arms, Kirk's hand on James's 
head, shocked him into silence, but only briefly. "Jesus Christ!" he growled. "What now, James? Have you not 
fucked with me enough today? Or were you just mad at me because you wanted to get into Kirk's pants? 
Unbelievable. Christ! Fuck the both of you." Jason grabbed his duffel bag, not waiting for a response, and 
slammed the door of the trailer as he stomped back out. 


James tried to pull away from Kirk, but Kirk didn't let him. "No, shhhh..don't worry about it. I'll talk to him 


later..." 


Jason slammed right back into the trailer, saying, "No. Dammit, you know what? No. James, you and | need to 
talk. Right fucking now. This..bullshit, whatever the fuck is going on today, it ends here. Kirk, you need to leave, 
| can't deal with you right now." 


Kirk winced at the harshness of his words, pulling away from James. "Hold on, Jase, you don't understand--" 


James cut him off. "No, it's okay. Newsted and | do need to talk" His eyes hardened as he looked at Jason. "It's 


long fucking overdue. You go get ready, we'll be there soon enough." 


Kirk looked between the two of them, staring each other down. "Christ. | give up. You two have fun" Shaking his 
head, he left the trailer, letting the door fall shut behind him. 


* eK 


"What were you doing with Kirk, James?" Jason fought to keep his voice steady, his fury just barely in check 


"What's it to you, Newsted? What? You wanna fucking hit me? Then go for it, man. Bring it the fuck on, I'm 
more than sick of your shit" James shifted himself, balancing his weight evenly between his two feet, squaring 
up to face Jason dead on. "Come on, just hit me. You know you want To." 


"Yeah, | want to hit you. | want to beat you fucking bloody, asshole. But we're still in a band, and we still have a 
fucking show tonight. And I'm not going to sink to that level. We are going to talk this shit out, because it has 
gotten completely out of hand" Jason started pacing, one hand alternately running through his hair and 
grabbing the back of his neck, the other on his hip. "Shit, first the crap you were spouting last night, and then 
this? | thought | had it figured out, thought you were just pissed off, still pissed off, ten fucking years later, 
that I'm not Cliff. But then | see you in here with Kirk? You're just fucking with me now, man" 


James stood watching Jason. Fuck, why wouldn't he just hit him? It would make the whole thing so much easier. 
Fighting down the urge to just jump Newsted anyway, he instead crossed his arms and let his head droop, 
breathing out hard. 


Jason stepped closer. "Christ, man, don't you have anything to say? Time's a-ticking. Pyro meeting soon 
Wouldn't want you to become a fucking ball of flame again tonight." He needled at James, trying to get some 
kind of response, half-hoping it would be a physical one. What he got instead was a complete shock 


James raised his head, tears streaming down his face. 


"What the hell? Jesus. Are you okay?" Jason's heart dropped. Christ, he'd never, ever seen James cry before. 
Not even at the audition, when Lars and Kirk were both wearing sunglasses and surreptitiously wiping their 


faces, pretending it was sweat. Not the Mighty Het. He'd been snappy, sure, but solid. This.holy shit. 


Slowly, he approached James, putting a comforting hand on his harm. "I'm sorry..| guess..maybe | shouldn't have 


brought up Cliff?" 


James wrapped his arms more tightly around himself, saying, "So fucking cold in here, man. Need to turn up 


the heat." 


‘James, it's hot as hell in here. Now are you going to tell me what's going on?" Jason put a hand on each of 


James's arms, looking up into James's face. 


"There's something seriously fucked up here, and you need to tell me about it. Maybe you don't consider me a 
brother, but | sure as hell. love you like a brother, damn it. Talk to me." Jason's voice broke. Lot of good it'll 


do if | break down too, he thought. 


"Come on, man, let's sit down, we can talk, okay? It's all right, I'm not mad at you, we just need to figure out 


what's going on here." 


Jason propelled a still-shivering Hetfield back to his chair, then pulled up a chair for himself facing James. He 
sat down and pulled the chair close, almost knee-to-knee with James, who was white as a ghost. "Shit, are you 
okay? Do you feel sick? Here, listen, | have a sweatshirt in my duffel. Its small for you, but itll work" Jason 
starting shuffling through his bag, found the sweatshirt, and tried to hand it to James. James didn't respond. 
He just sat there, shivering. His eyes were focused on some distant object--not something in the trailer, not 


something from now, though Jason. Tears sprang to Jason's eyes. 


"Christ, it is about Cliff, isn't it? Why now, man? It's not even the anniversary..." Jason searched for words, not 
knowing what to do. He felt completely helpless. This wasn't the James he knew, he'd never seen this before. He 
reached out to feel James's forehead. It was cold, but glistening with sweat. James blinked, and looked at him, 


seeming to actually see him now. 
‘lm sorry, Jason." He looked away, rubbing his arms. "It's time you knew.'ve never told anybody." James 
dropped his gaze, as Jason wrapped the sweatshirt around his shoulders as best he could. "Kirk knows, but it's 


only because he walked in on us, on--on me and--on me and Cliff. On the tour bus. We.." 


"You and Cliff? Jesus." 


"Yeah. Yeah, me and Cliff" James stood up, wanting some space between himself and the bassist. He sat down 
on the floor against a wall, drawing his knees to his chest, looking at the wall next to him. "Yeah. | mean Fuck, 


Jason. Even before I'd ever been with a girl, there was Cliff" James's voice was so soft, and incredibly sad. 


"Yeah, but, | mean, you and Cliff?" Jason was on his feet now, and the rage was coming back to him. "Christ, 
James. You're such a fucking asshole. Why the hell were you giving me such a hard time? You damn near gave 
me a coronary. | was seriously considering just fucking leaving. I've worked so hard, damn it. And it's never, 


ever good enough. No fucking wonder!" 


James managed a dry chuckle, though it sounded more like a cough. He risked a sidelong look at Jason. "Hey, 


you said you weren't mad at me, remember?" 


"Yeah, | remember. | also remember how fucking much | wanted to hit you." Jason resumed pacing, running a 
hand through his hair. "Damn it. And now you're so..fuck. I'm sorry l'm still pissed off, it doesn't seem right. 
But so many fucking years, man. It's infuriating.’ He made a fist, wanted so badly to hit something, the wall, 
something. Then he remembered the show that night, and forced his hand to open. He was absolutely quivering 
with rage, didn't know what to do with himself. So he slammed his ass down on the floor too, a good ten feet 


away from James, but facing him. 


He wrapped his arms around his knees, his face contorted. He didn't know at what point he'd started crying, 
but who the fuck cared. "Damn it, James. You know what? It's not my fault. Its not my fucking fault! | fucking 
cried my eyes out the day Cliff died, motherfucker. You're not the only one who misses him." He put his head 


down on his arms, hot tears stinging his eyes. 


"He was a fucking god to me, man. | remember watching you guys on stage, standing in front of Cliff, 
absolutely worshipping him." Jason's voice was muffled, his forehead on his arms. He remembered that 
incredible night at the concert in Phoenix, and that terrible day, reading the newspaper article, the pain he'd 
felt when he found out he'd never see Cliff again. They sat in silence for a few moments, each lost in their 


own thoughts. 


Jason spoke again, searching for the right words. "At least.at least you got to know him. That's something, 
right?" He sighed, running a hand through his hair. "At least..." 


Jason's heart lifted a little bit, and he looked up at James. "You know what?" He waited until James 


questioningly returned his gaze. 


"This is the thing, man. He loved you. Cliff Burton loved you That's pretty fucking cool. | mean, wow." Jason 
sighed again, setting his chin down on his arms. "That's a memory, for sure. Maybe one you should cherish. 


Maybe, eventually, one that won't hurt." 


James laughed softly through his tears. Then the pain stabbed his heart yet again. He clenched a fist, held it 
to his chest. "It hurts so fucking much right now, man. Fuck, it hurts." He wiped his nose with the back of his 


hand. He looked at Jason again. "He did love me. He really did. And | loved him." 


When he spoke those words, the memories flooded his mind like they hadn't done in years. His first love. To 
this very day, his only real love. At long last, something inside James broke wide open, and he began sobbing in 
earnest. The physical pain of his emotional rawness was no intense. He felt like he would bleed to death, like he 
would pass out. He clenched his hands in his hair, pressing them against the sides of his face as if to 
physically hold his head together, keep it from exploding. 


James put his forehead on his knees, crying out his heartbreak until he was exhausted, missing his dearest 
friend, his love. Jason crouched next to him, placing a hand on his back, doing his best to comfort James until 


the sobs subsided. 


Eventually, in silence, the two men rose. The singer and his bass player. They walked out of the trailer, and 


Jason put his arm around James's shoulders. 


Then they walked through the parking lot, into the arena, and blew the fucking roof off the joint. Just like Cliff 


would have. 


